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for it, you will have every line which hits the sorrow attended with a tear of pity and consolation. For I know not by what goodness of Providence it is that every gush of passion is a step towards the relief of it; and there is a certain comfort in the very act of sorrowing, which, I suppose, arises from a secret consciousness in the mind, that the affliction it is under flows from a virtuous cause. My concern is not indeed so outrageous as at the first transport; for I think it has subsided rather into a soberer state of mind, than any actual perturbation of spirit. There might be rules formed for men's behaviour on this great incident, to bring them from that misfortune into the condition I am at present, which is, I think, that my sorrow has converted all roughness of temper into meekness, good-nature, and complacency. But, indeed, when in a serious and lonely hour I present my departed consort to my imagination with that air of persuasion in her countenance when I have been in passion, that sweet affability when I have been in good humour, that tender compassion when I have had anything which gave me uneasiness, I confess to you I am inconsolable, and my eyes gush with grief as if I had seen her but just then expire. In this condition I am broken in up^on by a charming young woman, my daughter, who is the picture of what her mother was on her wedding-day. The good girl strives to comfort me; but how shall I let you know that all the comfort she gives me is to make my tears flow more easily ? The child knows she quickens my sorrows, and rejoices my heart at the same time. Oh, ye learned, tell me by what word to speak a motion of the soul for which there is no name. When she kneels and bids me be comforted, she is my child; when I take her in my arms, and bid her say no more, she is my very-wife, and is the very comforter I lament the loss of. I banish her the room, and weep aloud, that I have lost her mother, and that I have her.
Mr Spectator, I wish it were possible for you to have a sense of these ^leasing perplexities; you might communicate to the guilty part of mankind, that they are incapable of the happiness which is in the very sorrows of the virtuous.
But pray spare me a little longer; give me leave to
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